brocaded little chamber where Castillo gets up and gives me both
his hands. His cordiality is disarming. Before I can say a word, he
launches into praise of my lectures; he has known me many years,
he says,, through my books; and he bids me welcome again in
Argentina.
1 tell him Fm surprised* In my country, I say5 men of the law
don't usually find time to read the poets. I have said hombres de
dereclm: men of law (Castillo was a judge in Catamarca before he
became dean of the Law School of the University of Buenos Aires).
He misunderstands me.
"Hombres de la derecka" he replies, "men of the right may study
and even be sympathetic with men of the left,55
I laugh at the misunderstandings and welcome it. Now it will be
easier to coine to grips with him,
;*Go ahead/5 he says, relaxing in his armchair, smiling and
clasping his hands.
I say that I need to tell him my sense of the hemisphere; my
anxiety for Argentina. The remark about the hemisphere he takes
indulgently, as if 1 had recited a line from a familiar sonnet. The
anxiety for his country moves him to protest. I really shouldn't
worry. Bui of course he wants to hear me. It will be a joy for him,
deluged with routine., to cross swords with so respected a foe.
"It's a long story7.," I say. e4And this is a formal visit." I look at
Mr. Armour, who is having a good time. (Despite the fact that he is
American Ambassador in a Spanish-speaking country, Mr. Armour
speak Spanish.) i:l don't know how long visits of this kind
should last. But I did see your Minister of War, your Minister of
Agriculture, your Minister of the Interior . . . all waiting."
"Let them wait/5 says Doctor Castillo, "Let's begin the battle,
at least, now. We don't have to finish it this afternoon. We can do
that later on when you return from your north tour.5'
If a man Is both timid and proud, a good way to get to inow him,
I have found, is to attack him frontally, courteously. In his response
to the challenge3 he reveals himself. Castillo is being cordial far
beyond protocol. I have begun to discern this same cordiality all
about me in official circles. What does it mean?
Castillo is a little, thickset man with a soft way, soft high voice,
coolj twinkling, reserved eyes* His mind is agile, but within a
small periphery. His suave guardedness conceals that he is deeply
insecure. I doubt that he is cruel, ruthless or voracious, like the
crowd he favours. But I feel him capable of ignoring the cruel, the
ruthless, the voracious; if he can find the letter of some law to help
him. His purpose is to keep things as they are. Power, by an un-
courted Providence, has fallen into his hand. He means to keep it
there. If Castillo were a Frenchman from some poor southern
province, corresponding to his northern, indigent Catamarca, he
would be a miser. No man of Hispanic blood can be a miser.
Castillo            power. That is the secret of his conservatism, of Ms